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Author's Notes: 

Through the eyes of a snide keyboard player, written by another (as it seems I've become one). I've 
contemplated writing a fic about this REO era for some time, especially since | should give some context of the 
album title | tweaked for the title of my longest work in progress so far.. said album was indeed recorded as 
the band's classic lineup was actively falling apart. The "In My Dreams" music video is elusive. Its currently on 
YouTube, but could go down any day, and when it goes missing in action, its available on BitChute. 
https://youtube/fheTAIGZAQ This is the YouTube version as it exists for now. There's something about Neal 
Doughty's expressions in the few shots he's in, and it was fun to imagine what his thoughts were, concluded 
by piecing the video scenes together with the knowledge of the conflicts present at the time. Descriptions of 
what images the music evokes are my own thoughts (funny enough, "These Dreams" by Heart gives the same 


peaceful, snow-covered feeling, if with very different meaning and context.) 


There was a time some time ago.. in which | would have already been uttering snide remarks, or at the very 
least, rolling my eyes and casting baleful glances toward the camera crew. Not only for having the camera on 


me, but mere inches from being literally on me. 


I's nearly placed on top of my right arm to get a close-up shot of my hands. | suppose it's safe to assume 


this camera man does not have any experience whatsoever with piano or keyboards. If he did, perhaps he'd 


realize how much this excessive crowding of the space beside my forearm makes it difficult to play, let alone 


with visible enthusiasm and expression. 


Yet, the years have gotten me accustomed to certain, awkward parts of the process of making these music 
Videos, and this one is significantly toned down from the involvement of the previous album's videos. Hah! 
Those tapes are almost worthy of being burned, if it weren't for how often we go back to laugh over how 


hilariously stupid it all was. Amazing how the most zany of our videos came about after we all quit the 


partying drugs. 


So, regarding the camera with only a light toss of my head out of its capture range, | resolve to make no 


expletives of it, and perform what it's there to capture of this song. 


This ballad, which is sure to hit like every other sappy ballad we've done, and outshine any other song that 
would show other dimensions to us, but then we've gotten used to that by now, and that identity has already 
been placed on us by what disc jockeys and video jockeys have repeatedly chosen to play, so there's no room 


left to pass unfair judgement on the matter of us being who we supposedly are. 


This one, however, is a bit different than the past hit ballads. Instrumentally, it may not be as challenging or 
rewarding for me to play as its predecessor, but its meaning goes deeper than any listener may ever pay 


enough attention to pick up. 
Beneath the superficial lyrics of dreams and love, this one speaks of nostalgia for past times. 
Times which very likely cannot be revisited, aside from in one's dreams. 


The frosty synthesizer and chime-like keyboard effects begin the melody, just a couple of seconds after the 


enhanced percussion rhythm establishes itself. 


Its in B Major. Even better for this theme of nostalgia, paired with this combination of keyboard tones, and 
the images it brings to mind without the lyrics. 


Just imagine, it's Christmas morning. There's the same, snowy scene just outside the window beside the 
fireplace, with the sun glinting off even the smallest drops of melted snow on the smaller tree branches. In 
the background, those appropriately-themed songs in the innocent, bright key of C Major are being played on a 
flat-tuned, classic piano that brings them to the same level, just one half-step down. The piano also allows the 
notes to reverberate a bit longer for being just slightly out of tune as well -but in such a way to enhance 
rather than take away from the feeling in the sound produced. The highest synthesizer chimes hit in perfect 
time to the occasional droplet of water falling from a branch or icicle into pristine, undisturbed snow coating 
the ground, and the chords sweep with the wind blowing through the larger, evergreen trees in the distance, 


branches hanging low and heavy with soft, white accumulation 


Its not what one notices in the moment, but it's something anyone can hear in their head while looking at the 


old, washed-out photographs, if they try. 


If one tries hard enough to go back to that moment and live it again in their mind, assuming they remember 


enough of how things used to be, and still can. 


For this setting's purpose, it's not Christmas morning, but perhaps something that was once just as special to 
us. Or something that could still be as special today, if it weren't for the events of the past several months. 


Everyone is here in this open studio floor. Our road crew came and had a party together yesterday, then 
cleared out the heavier equipment and set it up for today. The fun and joy they had still lingers in the air as 
we assemble in the video set they left behind. Everyone -our managers and mixing engineers, the video crew, 
even our families -are under this roof, and the warm-colored lighting shining down from the ceiling in angles 
that make it look like bright sun coming down from skylights, because it makes the same effect of a sepia- 
tinted old photograph that much stronger. 


I'm absolutely sure it will be, seeing the camera-men strategically catching candid clips that will form faded 


photo and video montages. 


They're in on Kevin picking up the rainstick he'll use to mime part of the complex, atmospheric rhythm track 


we created. 
Then the sound crew members contributing with tambourines. 


Unlike previous shoots, | can see them focus in on Gary bouncing on his heels to the rhythm and clapping on 
the accented beat while he stands behind Kevin, guitar hung on his body, waiting for its turn to shine. Which 
will be there, if very abbreviated compared to the old days. 


The cameras are staged to catch everyone entering the studio, greeting each other with the enthusiasm of 


reuniting after long months apart.. 


„Which, funny enough, it does almost feel that way. Even though we've spent so many days in the studio back 
to back that just yesterday, we were making jokes about being sick of each other. 


| stay behind the keyboards, out of the action, building the intensity of the synthesized strings -like an 
orchestra filtered through the glossy, glass surrounding a dream -watching the scene play out, taking it in. 


Living this moment more than any of them might claim to. 


They eventually pull me into it, when they toss a basketball at me at some point for kicks. I'm sure they 
expect hilarity, since they know | don't play. Maybe I'll be the one pinned for breaking the cheerful atmosphere 
and making a bad clip if | toss it back and tell them as much with the facetious delivery of pretending I've 


never told them before, like | usually do. 


But | can throw them for a loop in return, and | do, catching the orange rubber sphere in my hands, and 


spinning it about the tip of my finger. After all, while | may not be of an athletic build, | have more than 


enough coordination and strength in my fingers for surprise tricks at just the right moment. 
It's amazing how many surprises you can spring on others when you're the quiet one, mistaken for being dull. 


Its also amazing how many things you'll notice -and remember -as the quiet one, standing behind the 


keyboard, watching, taking everything in. 


| see the camera focusing on Alan, encouraging his children to play around the studio, on the instruments, the 
makeshift indoor basketball court, and the various toys scattered about, occasionally hoisting his youngest 


daughter into his arms. 


He still plays the drums with the same strength and passion, but | can see the future his eyes are set on. | 
see the faraway look. He has other important things in his life now, and while there still is magic in the music 


for him, it's not as strong as that of what his family gives him. 


It has its hold on him, and calls to him stronger everyday, and when it wins, as difficult as it may be, we'll let 


him go. He'll still be our family, too, and we'll still hear from him from time to time. 


More of these moments will survive to look back on later that way, than if we were to smother them by 


forcing him to stay. 


Kevin smiles as he mimes his singing -and eventually sings for real, knowing that the video sound will all be 
dubbed over. Its not all his artificial, charm-and-mug-for-the-camera smile, but a sense of pride of what 
he's accomplished. A sense of pride that has enough power to both give him everything, and take it all away 
as he manages to walk the line between both while dancing to the music. Exaggerated and showy, sure. But 


genuine, in this instance. 


When the camera focuses on him, smiling and singing to the camera for the bridge, Gary and Bruce leaning in 
on either side of him to sing the harmony, Alan shouts for the camera crew to get a still picture. 


Living nostalgia captured in all its glory. Perhaps in a form a touch too sentimental for all of us. 


Yet, we'll probably still have it on the wall of whatever studio we'll find ourselves in a decade from now - 
assuming some of us are still at this music business in ten years, and it'll mean more than any award plaque 


that might hang near it. 


Gary has the most radiant smile I've seen him with in months. The kind of nearly being sick from 
uncontainable joy, which he never has in the studio anymore, and gradually shows less of onstage. Clapping 
along to the beat of the additional percussion at the start, flipping the neck of his guitar up to point to the 
skylight as he hits the highest harmonics on his solo, and especially while running about during the candid 


scenes. 


Its been a few months since I've seen him play basketball or ping-pong with Kevin, and even longer since they 
didn't seem distracted by other problems. Today, they're laughing like old times, barely able to stay on their 


feet at times. 


Put in perspective, it's easy to see what's been missing the past few months. It's easier than ever to realize 
that in all the other videos we've made this time, and increasingly throughout the final months of the last 
tour, those two barely even look at each other while playing, let alone smile in the other's direction, or walk up 


and exchange jokes during the instrumental breaks. 


As the last video we have planned, Gary's had more chance to shine, both on guitar and on camera than in any 
of them. Maybe that's part of it for him today. Compared to our older material though, | know it's not 
because he's been truly turned loose and happy with his guitar tricks. That would make him every bit as 
happy. But the magic of this day is, for a few hours, having Kevin as his brother again -and in a way, it 


really is like that past Christmas morning scene for him. 
They're just another scene out of our ever-fading book of photographs this video shoot is flipping through. 


That's a scene | fear may be harder to preserve. Regardless of what we might do, there may not be a truly 
happy ending between Gary and Kevin 


| guess that makes this seemingly stupid big-to-do to make these videos far more important than it ever may 
seem to any fan viewing it. [t's not just foolish nostalgia here. 


It's what will keep this time of our lives alive long after it ceases to be. 


Perhaps the least conflicted -the one who is just as close in video to reality is Bruce. Loyal, and perpetually 


cheerful Bruce. 


The bright lights rigged above shine off his blond hair so that it looks like he has a halo. | would tease him 
endlessly about it, except in several ways, he has been the angel in this band since he joined us, and maybe it 


does work too well. 


Even though | probably will at least laugh at him for it when we see the final video. Hell, I'll give him a hard 
time anyway. He already knows he's not safe from teasing when it comes from me, so foo bad We've gotten 


too close for me to let him off the hook. 


Bruce is the most stable in the turning of events in this band He's the one | know like the back of my hand. 
He knows about Alan -and maybe he noticed earlier than me. It would be unlike him to not mention it for 


awhile, but he would also wait for Alan to break the news to us himself, if nobody else raised the subject 


first. 


Bruce will be staying, regardless of what difficulties we may face in the next coming years. At least for right 


now, that's enough reason for me to stay. That's enough reason for me to eventually lose myself in the 


climax of the song, striking each chord with animation and feeling, as everything that brought us together and 


to where we are now is alive more than ever for a brief moment in time. 


No matter how sappy the superficial lyrics may seem, perspective has its ways of giving different meanings 
others may miss entirely. And indeed, this is how it is, in my dreams. 


Still flying strong, better than we were when we reached the top and flew the first time. 
Lost in time, so we can live this day even long after it could never happen again. 


But the simulated sun shining down on us doesn't signify a sunny day, and this dreamland eventually will fade 


with the stars when the sun rises tomorrow. 


| give my knowing smirk to the camera rolling up to me for the last time, before it can pan into nothingness or 
fade out, with every intent it'll be the abrupt punchline it feels like. Because this so-called view into the studio 
life is far from what it is. Maybe something like it used to be. But don't be fooled now. 


l'm sure enough casual MTV watchers will be fooled, anyway. And they'll be in for a shock someday in the 
not-Too-distant future. 


As | have a stronger feeling than the last time we went through this process with the previous album, that 
whenever our tour for Life As We Know H comes to a close, life as we know it in REO Speedwagon will have 


changed to something quite different than the one we know now. 


